40            THE TALE  OF BEOWULF

Nowise in war I deem me more lowly
In the works of the battle than Grendel, I ween;
So  not  with   the   sword   shall  I   lull   him   to

slumber,
Or take his life thuswise, though to me were it

easy;                                                          680

Of that good wise he wots not, to get the stroke

on me,

To hew on my shield, for as stark as he shall be
In the works of the foeman.    So' we   twain   a

night-tide

Shall forgo the sword, if he dare yet to seek
The   war  without weapons.    Sithence  the wise

God,

The Lord that is holy, on which hand soever
The glory may doom as due to him seemeth.
Bowed  down  then the  war-deer,  the  cheek-
bolster took

The face of the earl; and about him a many
Of sea-warriors bold to their hall-slumber bow'd

them;                                                               690

No one of them thought that thence away should

he

Seek ever again to his home the beloved,
His folk or his free burg, where erst he was fed;
For of men had they learned that o'er mickle a

many